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on and were tracked by the blood to a cave in
the side of a hill. My friend felt confident that
he had hit both of them, but the 'natives were of
a different opinion, declaring that the first was
hard hit and would certainly die in a few minutes,
but that. the second, not being touched, would
quit, the cave very soon after he discovered that
his companion was dead. Such being thek case,
it was best to leave them for the present and to
return after breakfast in an hour's time. This
was done, but the coolies still refused to enter the
cave to haul out the dead bear, so my friend,
having placed $> pistol in his belt and lighted a
torch, went in himself, with one of the men's
lungiSj or turbans, in his hand, intending to put
. it round the dead animal and drag it out. Sure
enough he soon found the body and was busy at
his work, when, in the gloom, his hand came in
contact with warm fur heaving under the
pressure, which clearly proved that it was a
living animal. In spite of the torch, the darkness
was so great that he could not make out which
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